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Hooks In You 


Author's Notes: 
Reposted.. 


For Lia and Fiendy, the other two sides of the triangle. And Rathie, who gave the beast a voice. 


This is all your fault, you realise..l 


It was some party for someone that would completely escape his recollection now but was important enough 
at the time. He hated these things, but he promised Randy he would go. He was only in town for a few days 
and there were plenty of things he'd rather do but Randy was so persistent that he finally caved. If only he 
could shake this mood he was in. Three months after shooting the final episode of ‘Queer as Folk’ and Gale was 
nervous. He had read several scripts for various Indie projects, one of which he actually intended to do. But a 
nice review at Sundance didn't pay the bills. Any lucrative offers were all what he called ‘Kinney Klones’. A 
straight Brian Kinney or a gay Brian Kinney, it was all the same shit. Everybody thought he was Brian Kinney, 


and though there were certainly similarities, he created the role for fuck sake, Gale couldn't seem to convince 


any one otherwise. He was beginning to think his agent was right; play gay and you will pay. At the very least, 
his bastard child Brian would follow him to the grave. So he went to the party, dragged kicking and screaming 
by Randy, the little twat. 

"You could at least pretend to be in a good mood Gale. You remember, it's called acting," Randy grinned as Gale 
held the cab door open for him. Gale made himself comfortable while Randy gave directions to the driver. 
Randy settled back and smiled, "You look good at least and we all know how important that is." 

"Thanks," Gale responded wryly. "I just don't understand why you can't go to this thing by yourself.” 

"| don't want to go by myself. | want to go with you." 


"But there'll be all sorts of kids your own age there to play with," Gale teased, using that voice QAF fans know 


so well 
"| don't want to play with kids my own age," Randy replied. 

"Wait! | remember that line. It was the second season, episode four," Gale deadpanned 
"Fuck youl" 


I'd rather fuck you," Gale smiled The driver had a coughing fit up front. Gale met his gaze in the rearview 


mirror and smirked. The driver looked away, turning the radio on 
"And you wonder why people think you're Brian," laughed Randy. 
"So how do you like playing horsey?" Gale asked, changing the subject. 


‘lm not playing horsey! I'm the lead in ‘Equus’, which just happens to be one of the most formidable plays 
written in the twentieth century.” 


"Easy Trigger! Be good to your cowboy." 

"Will you be fucking serious? When are you coming to see it?" Randy asked. 

"Soon" 

"I get naked," Randy teased. 

"Seen it. Almost every day for five years in fact," Gale replied. The cab pulled to an abrupt stop. He hopped out 


and waited for Randy. Shutting the car door with a thud he turned to Randy with a smile. Offering him his 


arm, he said, "Shall we?" 


Now he stood at the open bar, a cigarette dangling from his lips, a slight sneer working the corners of his 
mouth. It was his best pose. The host had rented out some a dim and dreary club. It was dark with 
ornamentation one associates with death. It struck Gale as oddly quaint. Funny how the young can romanticize 


dying. By the time one reaches their mid-thirties it becomes passé, the next step towards the inevitable. 


Somehow he and Randy had gotten separated. The dance floor was teeming with hot, sweaty, undulating young 
bodies. Gale wasn't about to wade through it on a search and rescue mission. Not that Randy needed rescuing. 
He was right in his element. Golden boy loved to shake his ass and he knew how to do it well. Randy would 
dance, even to the brooding music that filled the room. Contrary to popular opinion, Gale loathed dancing. It was 
one of the few things that made him feel awkward. Dancing was not allowed in the household he grew up in and 
the first dance floor he'd ever stepped onto was on the set. There was a reason why they only shot him from 
the waist up in Babylon, unless of course, they were shooting a backroom scene. He didn't much care for large 
crowds either. He always felt he needed to find an escape route. 


Gale finally spotted Randy amongst the crowd, his head bobbing in and out of view. Gale caught his eye and 
waved. Randy gestured for him to join him, but Gale smiled and shook his head. He quickly drained his drink and 
ordered another. He was suddenly struck by that odd feeling that someone was watching him. It wasn't the 
usual stare of an adoring fan, more like the steady observation of a bug under the microscope. He quickly 
scanned the room but no one had their obvious attention trained on him. 


"Do you have a light?" a deep, European voice drawled. Gale followed his ear, meeting the gaze of two piercing 
green eyes that glowed in the darkness. The voice leaned forward revealing a striking face animated only by 
the twinkle of the eyes and a slight smile. Once again, he was flooded with a since of de ja vu. He squinted at 
the tall, lanky, dark haired man, trying to remember him. 

"Sure," Gale replied, extricating his lighter from the pocket of his tight black 50I's. He leaned forward to light 
the gentleman's cigarette. When a hand touched his own a current of electricity shot down Gale's spine. In the 
brief flicker of light, the man inhaled deeply keeping his potent stare trained on him. Gale felt he was witnessing 
something incredibly intimate. It threw him off and Gale withdrew his hand quicker than he would have liked. 
‘lm sorry. Did | startle you?" the green eyes asked. 


"No, not at all," Gale lied He glanced down, fingering the Zippo in his hand. Silver, and engraved with his initials, 
Randy had given it to him on his thirty-third birthday. Another good reason not to quit smoking. 


"lim Ville.” His grin widened to a smile. 
"Gale Harold," Gale answered, trying to shake the uneasy feeling that he knew this guy some how. 
"Gale? Sounds phony," Ville replied. 


"Who'd make up such a name?" Gale asked. 


"Yes, | guess if you were to make up a name, you'd pick John, Bill.or Brian” Green eyes continued to smile. 

| can't help but think | know you from somewhere," Gale said 

"Could be. I've been around." Ville gave a deep laugh and took another drag off his cigarette. "Your ash." 
"Huh?" 

"Your ash is..0h, too late," he laughed. 

Gale looked down in time to see the remnants of ash of his cigarette dissolve in his drink. "Ah, fuck!" 

"Here." He gently took the glass from Gale's hand running his thumb along the fleshy part between his thumb 
and finger; letting it rest there a millisecond more than was appropriate for casual acquaintances. He reached 
up and tugged the cigarette from between Gale's lips and dropped the butt into his drink "Nasty habit" 

"| can think of worse," Gail said. 

"Let me buy you another," Ville offered. 

"Its an open bar. Drinks are free," Gale laughed. 

"Exactly," responded Ville with another deep-throated laugh. "You can have as many as you like." 

‘In that case, I'll buy the first round. What will you have?" 

"Vodka martini." 

"A vodka martini?" Gale asked. 

"Don't tell me you're one of those Americans that doesn't think a martini is a butch enough drink?" 

‘It is kind of a pussy drink,” replied Gale. 

| dare you to call Sean Connery a pussy," Ville countered. 

"Touché." Gale smiled He turned to the bartender. "Can | have another?" he asked, pointing to his defiled glass. 
He was drinking too much, far to quickly. Something was making him nervous. He would have to start pacing 
himself. After this drink, he thought. "And a vodka martini for my friend here." 


"Oh I'm so glad we're friends now after everything we've shared," responded Ville. 


"You're the gay guy. Gale closed his eyes for a second then turned towards the voice. He was met by a blue- 


eyed, sloppy grinned, twit. He was assuming a lot but either the guy had no tact or was an idiot savant. Gale's 
gaze fell to the boy's chest. Something about the symbol etched on the black t-shirt seemed vaguely familiar. 
"You're on Gay Guys, right?" 

"Queer as Folk" Gale said it slowly. Apparently he wasn't dealing with the sharpest marble in the bag. 

"Right!" he said, slapping Gale on the back. "My mom loves that show. She thinks you're really hot!" 

"Well tell her thanks," Gale replied as started to turn away from the brat. Gale grabbed the two drinks from 
the bartender, handing the martini to Ville. When he turned back, he was surprised to still see the kid standing 
there. 

"lim Bam," the kid replied, shoving his hand forward. 

Gale looked down and gave it one firm shake before dropping it. Where the hell was Randy, he thought. It was 
obviously time to go. "Bam? And | suppose this is Pebbles?" Gale asked, staring at the tall, blonde, would-be 
Rastafarian the stood back a few feet from the pest. The guy had the sweetest smile. Their eyes locked for a 
moment before the blonde blushed deeply and looked down 

"Not Bam Bam, just Bam. | have my own show. I'm on MTV," Bam, the pest, explained. 


"Now, suddenly everything makes sense," Gale smirked. 


"Do you know who you're standing next to? He's just happens to be the lead singer of the greatest fucking 


band in the world," Bam exclaimed. 
"You're Mick Jagger ?" Gale asked in a feigned wide-eyed expression. Bam looked at him like he was the idiot 
savant. ‘Pebbles choked back a laugh and looked down smiling. Ville maintained his ever-present slightly amused 


expression. 


"Jagger? That guy's like a fucking cadaver!" Bam made a face and rolled his eyes. "Come on, let's go find a 


booth." 

"What an excellent idea Bammie boy," replied Ville. 

"Actually, I'm here with someone and." argued Gale. 

"Nonsense! He'll find you or we'll find him," interrupted Ville. "Bam, lead the way!" 

Bam gave Gale a light shove to propel him forward and bounced a head of him, wading through the crowd. Ville 


followed, trying to keep up. ‘Pebbles’ just shrugged his shoulders and offered him his hand. Gale took hold, 


feeling the slender, warm fingers. 


"You don't say much," Gale commented as they trailed behind Ville and their spastic guide. 


"I do, when | have something to say," he replied shyly. They trudged across the dance floor to a booth lit by 


the diffuse radiance of a candle. 


"Perfect!" Ville exclaimed, sliding into the booth. Bam sat down next to the man, resting his head on the man's 
shoulder. A hand reached up and patted Bam's cheek affectionately. 


"Happy?" Bam asked. 

"Very," the green eyed voice replied Turning his attention back to Gale, Ville patted the seat next to him. 
"Come, sit by me." Even after a moment of apprehension, Gale found he couldn't refuse. Soon he found himself 
wedged between the green-eyed voice and ‘Pebbles’. 

"So you're a singer?" Gale asked. 

"Among other things," he laughed. 

Gale turned to ‘Pebbles’. "I'm sorry, | didn't catch your name." 

"That's because you haven't asked till now," Ville smiled smugly. He then stretched his arm behind Gale, resting 
a hand on the Pebbles’ shoulder. "This gorgeous fellow is Linde." Ville let his arm remain were it was, causing 


Gale to shiver ever so slightly. "Do | make you nervous?" Ville asked. 


"No, of course not," Gale answered. He downed the rest of his scotch, setting the empty glass on the table. 
"Well, it's been nice, but | should go." Gale started to rise to his feet, but a hand pulled him back down. 


"Not yet love. | haven't even gotten you drunk," Ville cooed. Bam suddenly bolted up and disappeared into the 
crowd. He returned moments later with a panting and confused Randy. Bam had nearly pulled his arm out of its 
socket. "Oh Bammie! Well done! Look what you've brought me sweetheart," cried Ville. 


Randy noticed Gale and relaxed a bit. "There you arel I've been looking all over for you." Gale smiled and looked 
up. A somewhat flushed Randy stood before him, looking quite fuck-able as always. "I thought you left. | was 
ready to get mad," Randy stated, sliding in next to Linde, making it next to impossible to move. 

"Mmm. Just what | like. A blonde sandwich. And you're the filling Gale. Lucky you," laughed Ville. Turning to 
Randy, he said, "And aren't you just adorable. I'm afraid there's not much room love. Care to sit on my lap?" 
Randy laughed and turned to Gale raising his eyebrows. 

"Be my guest," Gale said. 


"Bammie dear, aren't you going to introduce me to your new friend?" Asked Ville. 


‘Its the other gay guy from TV," Bam responded. Gale was ready to strangle the little shit. 
"We played a gay guy on TV. We're not the gay guys from TV, " Gale clarified, rolling his eyes. 


"Either way, l'm sure you have a name," Ville replied Pulling Randy onto his knee, Ville said "Tell Poppa your 


name sweet heart" 
"Randy," 

"Randy. Hmm. And are you?" asked Ville. “Tell me. Don't be shy’ 
"On occasion," Randy laughed. 


"Hey look, there's Raab," cried Bam. "Whoa, check out the tits on the chick he's with. He's in way over his 
head!" 


"A good friend would help out, Bam," Ville said. 

"He would, wouldn't he," grinned Bam. "Hey Raab," he bellowed, immersing himself into the crowd in pursuit. The 
three sat watching as Bam darted through the crowd, till he reached poor Raab. Throwing an arm around his 
friends shoulder, Bam grinned, stealing a predatory glance at the woman at Raab's side. 

"He's a real charmer," Gale observed dryly. 

"I think he is," Ville replied thoughtfully. 


"Who's this?" asked Randy, admiring the blonde next to Gale. 


"Oh this is Linde. Linde this is Randy," Gale replied. Linde looked up briefly, smiled and nodded a greeting. "His 


mother taught him well. He doesn't speak to strange men" 
"Then he must not have said much to you," Randy laughed. 


"Oh Linde likes strange men very much. It's just strangers that give him pause. Isn't that right Lily?" Ville 
asked winking at his friend. "So how have you enjoyed kissing Gale these last few years," Ville asked. 


"He's a pretty good kisser," Randy answered. 
"| know." Ville winked. 
"You know?" asked Gale. 


"Think back, | think you'll remember it," Ville teased. 


"Where did we meet?" Gale asked, alarmed. 

"Get up sweetheart," Ville said, patting Randy's back. The two nearly stood in unison. "Care to come along 
darling?" he asked, offering a hand to Randy. Randy smiled knowingly. "We'll be right back," Ville grinned. "Feel 
free to misbehave while I'm gone" With a wink he and Randy were gone. 

"That's some friend you have," Gale said. Linde just nodded. Gale now found himself in that impossible situation 
of having to hold up a conversation with a mute. He'd never met anyone quite so shy. At least he was rather 
nice to look at. "So where you guys from?" 

"Finland." 

Finland. That explains why your friend looks like an elf. Proof that Santa's helpers have been whoring around in 
the off season," Gale joked. Linde looked at him blankly. Good one Harold, why the fuck did you say that, Gale 
thought. Something about this guy was really making him put his foot in his mouth. "So are you in the band 
too?" Gale asked, trying to recover some dignity. 

"Yes." 

Nothing like one word answers to keep the chitchat going. Perhaps if | stare at him long enough he'll become so 
uncomfortable with the silence he'll say something, Gale thought. A minute passed before Linde blushed and 
looked down. Stray dreadlocks fell forward, hiding his expression. 

"So what do you do in this band of yours? Do you play an instrument?" Gale asked. 


"Guitar." 


‘Oh yeah? | used to play the guitar. Or tried anyway. | was pretty bad," laughed Gale. More silence. "So..Have 


you known Ville long?" 
"Most of my life.” 
"Well that's nice." Gale exhaled with relief as Randy and Ville returned. A glass of scotch appeared before Gale. 


"And a beer for Lily," exclaimed Ville, handing his friend a drink. He sat down placing his drink on the table and 
pulled Randy back onto his lap. 


"Maybe ‘Lily’ shouldn't drink," commented Gale. "It might loosen his tongue too much." 
"Be nice Gale," admonished Randy. 


"Your friend's quite the conversationalist Ville," replied Gale. 


"But he has a very talented mouth just the same. Don't you Lily?" Ville asked. Gale could tell he was blushing 
even without looking. "Randy dear, having a beautiful boy on my lap makes me..randy myself. Tell me, have you 
ever been to a rock star's hotel room?" 

"No," Randy smiled. 

"Would you like to?" asked Ville. 


"Depends on the rock star," Randy answered still grinning. 


"Well you have two at this table from which to choose. Or you could be gutsy and ask for both. Just for a 


drink and maybe some heavy petting," Ville assured. 

"What about Gale?" asked Randy. 

"Well he's coming..that's a given," Ville said, gently stroking Randy's back 
"| don't think so," said Gale, sitting up straight. 

| want to go," cried Randy. He gave Gale puppy dog eyes. "Please?" 

"No," replied Gale. He fished out a cigarette and lit it. 

"Come now, you aren't too old to have fun are you?" asked Ville. 


"Too old?" Gale responded sarcastically. Ville had found the right button to push. "Fine. But only for a little bit. 


You have school tomorrow." 
"Gee, thanks Dad,” Randy responded, laughing. 


"Great! It's settled Now quickly, everyone finish their drinks," ordered Ville, he's eyes twinkling. 


When they reached the limo, Ville open the door slightly and poked his head in. "Well hello boys! | hate to 
interrupt but we're heading back to the hotel. Bam are you coming or have you already?" Ville laughed. There 
was a muffled response. "Then tell Raab and your new friend good bye. We're going home. A very disheveled 


woman and Raab stumbled out. "Be good Raab." 


Though there was plenty of room, Randy sat on Ville's lap. Bam slouched next to them, watching his idol 
intently. Linde just smiled and looked down. Gale, getting a little pissed at Randy, lit another cigarette and looked 


out the window. 


Bam bounded into the room followed by Ville. Bam fell back onto one of the beds and flicked on the TV. "No TV 
to night love. We have company," Ville said, switching the TV back off. "Don't pout, we have good times ahead." 
He kissed the top of Bam's head. "And you," he cried, pulling Randy to him. He gave Randy a passionate but 
closed mouth kiss. Gale watched with a growing scowl. "You're in a rock star's room. You need the full 
experience. This calls for champagne!" Ville exclaimed. He headed over to the mini-bar and pulled out a bottle of 


Dom. "Bam, glasses dear." 
Bam darted into the bathroom and returned with four. "We're one short." 


‘Oh dear," Ville replied. He moved towards Linde and popped the cork. "Open wide Lily!" He poured champagne into 
Linde's open mouth till it bubbled and fizzed down the side of his cheeks. Linde choked, coughed and laughed, his 
eyes tearing. "Lily doesn't mind sharing a glass with me. We've been swapping germs for years." Bam brought 
forward the four glasses and Ville gracefully poured, then passed them around. 


"What are we toasting to?" asked Linde, surprising the shit out of Gale. His voice was lighter but just as rich 


and seductive as Ville's. 


"To Gale,” Ville replied, raising his glass. "May he remove the stick up his ass and let me insert something 
much nicer!" Everyone laughed, except of course for Gale. Ville handed his glass to Linde and surveyed the 


room with a smile. "It's so nice to have three of my star students in one room. | feel so proud." 
"Star students? What do you mean?" Gale asked, taking a sip of champagne. 


Ville sat down on the edge of the bed next to Linde. He beckoned to Bam, who knelt down before him. Bam 
looked up with a reverence most often reserved for a god. A god..Gale felt a strange indecipherable feeling 
grow in his groin. He watched as Bam undid the top button of Ville’s jeans, then the next. Bam leaned back, 
revealing a tattoo on Ville's belly. A bolt of recognition shot through Gale's body. Ville met his stare. "Do you 


like my heartagram?" he asked Gale. Gale nodded mutely. "Bammie, show him yours," Ville ordered, 

Bam quickly shed his jeans and took off his shirt. He slid off his boxers, exposing an exact replica of the tattoo. 
He sat naked at Ville's feet, waiting to do his bidding. Ville reached down, taking Bam's chin in his hand. He leaned 
forward, penetrating Bam's mouth with the hottest kiss Gale had ever seen. 

"Wow," gasped Randy. 

"I do love you," Ville said, smiling down at Bam. He gave him another earth shattering kiss and pulled back. Bam 
licked his reddened, bruised lips and smiled. He then began playing with his growing erection, looking up at Ville 
adoringly. Linde giggled and reached for the bottle of champagne. He poured some into the glass and chugged it 
in one gulp. "Careful now Lily. We don't want you getting horny," laughed Ville. 

"| do," Linde replied shyly, killing the botte. 


"Randy sweetheart, | miss you on my lap," coved Ville. He crooked a finger, summoning Randy to him. Randy 


quickly slid onto Ville's lap. Ville removed his shirt, and began to slowly lick his way down Randy's chest. Gale 
felt himself grow hard. Normally he would have been jealous watching some else caress Randy in such a 
manner. But there was something so intensely erotic about the image. Apparently he wasn't the only one who 


felt so. A soft moan escaped Bam's mouth. 


Reaching Randy's navel, Ville darted his tongue in before instructing Randy to stand and remove the rest of his 
clothes. Ville admired Randy a moment then said, "Lily love, would you help me undress." Linde slid off the bed. 
He moved in front of Ville and leaned down and pulled Ville's shirt over his head. Ville stood and Linde knelt, 
pulling the singers pants down to the ankles. Resting a hand on Linde's shoulder for support, he stepped out of 
one leg and then the other. Linde stood and kissed Ville's cheek. Ville pulled him down and bit his neck lightly. His 
mouth still sucking and lapping at Linde's neck, Ville looked over at Gale. He motioned him to came closer. Gale 
took a step forward then stopped. Ville pulled away from Linde and offered an understanding smile. He fell back 
onto the bed and smiled up at his guitarist. "Your turn Lily.” 


Linde remained standing in front of the bed, his back towards Gale. He removed his jacket, folded it, and let it 
fall to the floor. He reached down and slowly eased his shirt up, revealing a deliciously lean yet muscled back. 
Pulling it off, locks of his hair fell to his shoulders with a bounce. Linde inched his hands down his sides, bring 
them to a rest at his waistband. He ran his thumbs along the edge till the met at his stomach. He undid the 
snap. Randy, impatient as ever, leaned forward and grasped the zipper, whipping it down. Linde gave Randy a 
light breathless kiss before lithely removing himself from his pants. He dropped them and turned to face Gale. 


He smiled, resting his hand a few inches from his sizeable and attentive cock. Gale groaned despite himself. 


Linde returned to the bed, situating himself right behind Ville, who's eyes dropped to half-mass as Linde slid a 
hand up to give the singer's nipple a playful tug. The sight was too much to bear for poor Bam. He gave a deep 
moan and came. Ville smiled and reached over to tousle the boy's hair. Ville took Bam's hand by the wrist and 
offered it to Randy, who fell to his knees and greedily lapped the semen dripping from Bam's fingers. 


Gale couldn't contain himself. He could feel his hard on achingly resisting the confines of his pants. He took to 
steps forward till he stood before Ville. He leaned over the singer's head, and offered Linde a kiss. Gale was 
actually surprised when the shy one's tongue darted into his mouth first. He felt fingers run through his hair. 
One hand slid a bit, allowing a finger to gently trace right behind Gale's ear. Gale devoured Linde's mouth, as if 
it were this one and only kiss would have to last him a lifetime. He was so aroused, he barely noticed as Ville 
slid his pants down. Gale awkwardly stepped out and kicked them aside. He was unwilling to break the kiss and 
gave a little hiss when Ville pushed him back to unbutton his shirt. Ville pushed it past Gale's shoulders, 


carefully removed both arms and let it drop. 


"So Gale, do you still remember your lesson?" Ville asked. Gale looked down and nodded. "And you say Lily is 
quiet!" Ville pulled Gale down in front of the bed to rest right between his knees. "Show me," Ville implored, 
offering Gale his rigid manhood. 


Gale complied, taking the head into his mouth. He swirled his tongue about the tip before slowly working his 
way down. He rested a hand on Ville's thigh as began to bob his head up and down. Gale glanced up to see Ville 
and Linde engaged in a kiss. Gale began to move his head faster, quickening his pace every few lengths. Ville let 


out a gasp and pushed him back. Ville looked down with a smile. "My, you have improved.. Bammie, you know 
what | need," instructed Ville. Bam broke away from Randy and scampered to the bedside table. He returned 
holding a box of condoms and a bottle of lube. 


"Thank you love." Ville gave Bam a peek on the cheek "Now lets see," Ville said, pulling two condoms from the 
box. He scanned the room, grinning at each and every expectant face. "Alright," he said standing, "Randy dear, 
you get on the bed with Lily. That's it, kneel facing each other. Now give each other a kiss hello." Ville handed 
Gale a condom and guided him to right behind Linde. 


"What about me?" cried Bam. 


"Well dear, you've already come tonight. Twice | might add. But | do have a very special job for you," explained 
Ville. He placed Bam at the side edge of the bed, his elbows resting between Randy and Linde. "Palms up 
Bammiel” Ville poured a bit of lube in each hand. Bam smiled and began to stroke well greased fists down both 
Linde and Randy's cock. Randy arched with a moan, Linde took this opportunity to explore Randy's mouth. 


Gale pressed his hard cock into the crack of Linde's ass as he watched his Golden Boy gasp in pleasure at 
Linde's kisses. He ripped the condom open between his teeth. Tossing the wrapper, he rolled it down his nearly 
bursting cock He extended an open palm to Ville and felt the cool, silky liquid land He dribbled a bit of lube over 
his cock and gave a couple of good strokes. Gale traced a slicked finger down Linde's back, bringing it to his 
entrance. He slowly circled in with his fingertip. He could feel Linde shudder with pleasure. Bringing his finger to 
the very center, he gently pressed inward. Linde bucked back into his hand. Gale slowly dragged it in and out, 
eventually slipping in a second. He rotated them around till heard Linde released a low resonating moan. He 
caressed the spot till Linde began to quiver uncontrollably. Satisfied, Gale removed his fingers and placed the 
head of his cock at Linde's entrance. He gradually pushed in, feeling the deliciously searing hot tightness 


surround him. 


"Oh god, you're so beautiful love. And so fucking hot," cried Ville. Gale looked up to see Ville, head leaned back 
and eyes close, work his own cock in and out of Randy's ass at a steady pace. Randy's countenance held such 
unbridled lust that it sent a wave of pleasure through Gale. He began to thrust in earnest. As Bam continued 
to work their cocks, Randy and Linde rested their foreheads together, to far-gone to even remember to kiss. 
Bam, still intent on the task at hand, began to rub himself against the bed. Ville smiled and without even 


opening his eyes, slid a finger into Bam's mouth. 


Gale felt Linde tighten around him. With a gasp, the guitarist arched, shooting a stream of come across 
Randy's chest. Randy trailed a finger through and brought it to his lips. Linde bowed his head to lap what 
remained away. Gale felt his balls constrict. With one last thrust, he let the golden euphoria overtake him. 
When he finally cought his breath, Gale opened his eyes to met the gaze of Ville seconds before he exploded 
within Randy. He slowly pulled away from Linde collapsing in a heap at the top of the bed. The blonde fell beside 
him, resting his head on Gale's still heaving chest. Drifting, he heard a whine escape Bam's lips, then Ville say, 
"Oh sweetie, come here and I'll take care of it” Gale buried his face in Linde's hair, taking in a deep breath of 
something good. Bam's moans where the last thing he heard as he fell asleep. 


Heaven Can Wait 


Author's Notes: 
Repost! 


For all those who liked it the first time round.. 


Heaven Can Wait 


People are so predictable, thought Eddie as he crouched on a wall overlooking the alley behind the nightclub. 
He'd watched the police scurry like ants across the scene, trying to figure out who or what could have 
destroyed the bouncer so thoroughly. Well, they'd find nothing; he had no fingerprints, no DNA.. they might find 
some fibres, but he'd had these jeans for twenty years, and the shirt the same so what they'd make of it 


was anybody's guess. 


The owner of the club had been out the back arguing with the police, too. He was concerned as to when he 
could reopen, and even Eddie had to smile at the grim delight in the copper's eye when he told him that no, he 
couldn't be sure.. and this is a crime scene sir, would you mind fucking off out of it? Unless you've got a 


reason to screw up our evidence, of course. In which case we might need to have a little chat. 


The manager had indeed fucked off out of it at that point, pasty face grey with fright. The policeman shook 
his head, and Eddie shrank back into the shadows as he looked up; it was the same one had spoken to Eleanor, 
the night she'd been attacked. A kindly man, he hated the frustration of not being able to catch whoever was 
doing this to the women on his patch. He wasn't stupid, and had a pretty good idea that the crimes were linked, 
the rapes and the murder - too much of a coincidence, otherwise. A decent man, and thus of no further 


interest to Eddie. 


He dropped from the top of the wall and went about his business, following what was left of his nose toward 
the first of five appointments he had that day; the bouncer's memory had been better than he thought. Eddie 
had managed to discover the whereabouts of all six men involved; he supposed he could track down whoever 
had sold the drug but - nah. Seven souls in a couple of days wasn't a bad haul. And it would teach the idiots 


here a rather sharp lesson in who you do and do not fuck with. 


Because, of course, he'd left a message for the police, and indeed any passers by that happened to glance into 
the alley. A little caricature of himself, a catchy little slogan beneath, all done in the bouncer's unworthy blood. 
With a little demon-magic added so that, as the police would discover later that day, it wasn't going to wash 
off the wall for a long, long time. 


The words? 
Eddie Lives. 
we 


Ah, now here was a stroke of luck. Two of the guys lived together, did they? Marvellous. Time for a little 
furtive breaking and entering-- 


Eddie kicked the back door in with a certain unholy glee, crashing over the splintered remnants and grabbing 

the first person he saw by the throat. The woman squeaked, eyes bulging, and when Eddie winked at her and 
put a long, withered finger to his lips in a ‘sshhh' motion she passed out with a little moan. He let her drop, 

sniffing with a certain amount of disgust; no spine to that one, anyway. 


He stomped up the stairs, humming a little tune under his breath. When he reached the top he felt something 
hit him in the side of the head; turning with a grin, he saw one of the men he was after, wielding a baseball 


bat. 


"That's not very friendly, is it?" he asked, voice almost kind as he stepped in toward the young man, plucking 
the bat from his nerveless fingers and twirling it gaily. The youth tried to speak, failed; Eddie laughed, and 
punched him in the face hard enough to knock him cold. Seizing his victim by the hair he continued on his way, 
merrily kicking his way through the next bedroom door, bat slung over one shoulder and unconscious victim 
trailing from his other hand. 


Looking around the wreckage, Eddie laughed at his next target. He'd been trying to barricade the door, and now 
lay semi conscious beneath a litter of splinters and torn clothing, bits of door and broken planks; subtle Eddie 
was not. Dropping the bat, he hauled the man out from the debris, throwing both men on to the bed where 
they rolled in confusion for a moment. Eddie stood, arms folded, watching them try to figure out just what the 


fuck was going on, his eyes ablaze. 


"The fuck?" snapped the second guy in the end, checking his friend's state of consciousness. Low, but coming 


round. 
"You," said Eddie, "are Paul, and he is Steven. Right?" 
"Who wants to know?" 


One stride in, seize by the front of his t shirt, hard slap to the face, drop on the bed and back to his place 


once more, arms folded, rocking a little on the balls of his feet. 
"Me. I'm right, aren't |?" 


"Yeah," muttered Steve, rubbing a hand across bleary eyes as he came round. "I feel sick" 


"Puke on him, not me," snapped Eddie. "Now. Night before last. You shared a girl." 
Both men tried to deny it. Eddie picked up the baseball bat, spun it idly in his fingers, then sank it into the wall 
between their heads with one blow. Jerking it free - and showering them both with plaster - he swung it back 


up onto his shoulder, and grinned. 


"| know what you did, boys. | just want to hear you say it. You might get forgiven, after all, if you're really, 
really sorry." 


Paul looked up, an evil little light gleaming in his eyes. Weasel that he was, he'd spotted Eddie's offer as a way 
out, and planned to take it. 


"Yeah," he said, schooling his face into a mask of sorrow, "we fucked her. It was John's idea, though. We 


just.went along for the ride. And we're really, really sorry, ain't we, Steve?" 

Eddie looked across at the other man, who could barely fit the words together. 

"Yeah," he gurgled. 

"So, you gonna forgive us, then?" 

"No," said Eddie, and crushed Steve's skull with the baseball bat. 

Screaming, Paul flung himself backwards, off the bed, and crawled into the far corner; wedged between the bed 
and the wall he stared at the gore covering his hands and shirtfront and whimpered. Eddie stepped up onto the 
bed, over the corpse, and squatted down in front of the terrified man. Resting the bat across his knees, he 
bared his teeth. 

"Now, he just fucked her, so he died quick. You tell me what | want to know and you die quick, too." 


"You said.. you said.. | could be forgiven." 


"| lied. God might forgive you. I'm not God - and I'm not big on forgiveness. You had to pick one of mine didn't 
you? You twat." 


Paul buried his head in his hands, shoulders shaking, and Eddie let him weep for a while. Getting bored, he 
prodded the youngster with the handle of the bat, jabbing him with increasing force until he yelped and looked 
up, eyes red. 


"Now," growled Eddie, voice low and menacing, "the rest of them used their dicks. You used your dick - and 


then you used something else, didn't you?" 


Paul stared at him, tears creeping down his cheeks. He was going to die. 
He nodded. 
"What did you use? Tell Eddie and, by the way, I'll know if you lie, right?" 


Paul muttered something, and Eddie shuffled forward a little, cupping one long fingered hand behind one ragged 


ear. "| can't hear you." 

"Broom ‘andle," he muttered, sinking his face into his hands again. 

"Ah. And what else?" 

Another mutter, and Eddie picked up the bat in feigned amazement. "This? Gosh. That must have hurt." 

Paul nodded, a tiny movement of his head. Eddie eyed him. He hated cowards. 

"Why?" 

He had to hit the young man several times to get an answer, and when he got one it made him bare all his 
teeth in a grin so evil that Paul was sitting in a puddle of his own piss, trembling and about to lose control of 
his bowels, too. 

"Because," he repeated Paul's words to him, tapping each one out on his palm with the business end of the bat, 
"it. Was. A. Laugh. Righto, got it. Great reason. Can't fault it. Now," and he held the bat by the centre, balancing 


it on a finger. "You used this end, right?" 


He pointed to the handle, and the terrified youth nodded, sobbed again. Eddie grinned, spun the bat round until 
the thick end was pointing up. 


"Not your lucky day then, sunshine. Because |," he said, tapping the blood drenched end with a talon sharp 


fingernail, "am going to use this end." 

we 

Humming a little tune to himself, Eddie left the house the same way he'd come in, stepping over the woman 
who'd fainted dead away on his arrival. She was just beginning to stir as he left the house, on her knees by 
the time he got to the gate, and he was still within earshot of the house when she began to scream. He 
grinned and never broke stride, hands stuffed in his pockets and grinning up at the wide blue sky. 


There were days it was just good to be alive. 


He burst into a roar of laughter, and continued on his merry way. 


ww 
Steve stared in utter bewilderment at the brace of plain clothes policemen standing in his hallway. 
Murders? 

What murders? 


"I find it hard to believe, Mr Harris," said the first one, a tall, blonde young man who liked to loom, a habit 
Harry already found irritating, "that you haven't seen the latest press reports." 


Steve ground his teeth, and invited them in. Seated in the living room, the blonde continued his attack while the 
second - a dark eyed young woman with a face like a weasel - watched him with unnerving intensity. The 
revelation that he'd been in the studio for the last week and therefore hadn't seen any news reports at all 


seemed to cut no ice with either one. 
"Have you any idea why these men might have been targeted, Mr Harris?" 


And oh, the way he accentuated the Mister made Harry want to thump him. But thumping coppers was never 
a good idea - especially when it appeared you might be considered a suspect for a series of particularly 
unpleasant murders. Not that murder wasn't always unpleasant but - well, the coppers had brought pictures. 
Lots of pictures. And seemed to be taking an evil delight in getting him to look at them. 


There was the bouncer, who'd been first. Nasty. Then the two men in the quiet suburban close, the words 
‘Eddie Lives' scrawled in blood above the two bodies arranged in an - it had to be admitted - almost artistic 
fashion. Sick and twisted, mind you, but still. Harry had never realised that a baseball bat could be used to kill 
with such.. creativity. It had been wielded in such a fashion as to almost mould the two bodies, push them 


together to achieve an intimacy they could never have accomplished in life. Spectacularly messy, though. 


‘Oh, this isn't any old blunt trauma, Mr Harris," said the blonde whose name, he said, was Peter, "this is the 
work of a master. Somebody with a lot of experience of rough and tumble - for instance, perhaps somebody 


who may have been on, or in, a road crew. For a band. Like yours, perhaps." 


Harry shot him a dirty look, ground his teeth again, and took the next series of pictures in a hand which, he 
was quite proud to note, didn't shake in the slightest. 


The man bent and broken, forced to take his own dick in his mouth, the bulging eyes showing the terror in 
which he'd died and his spine laid open for all to see. The one sliced to pieces by - of all things - a CD 
collection, blood and filth sprayed up the walls of the expensive apartment, cream carpet forever ruined and 
leather sofa torn up as though by a pack of wild dogs. The fifth and final one was very nasty indeed, and even 
Harry - toughened by years on the road - couldn't help but flinch and look away. He'd certainly never realised 
that human eyeballs were that size, for instance, or that they'd look so peculiar nestled in the empty scrotum, 


or even that testicles would look so lost when abandoned in the emptied head of the maimed young man 
Nobody knew where the brain had gone, but they'd found a couple of shreds of flesh that seemed to bear the 
impression of teeth. Forensics were, he was assured, working on it. 


He swallowed hard and looked away. 


"So wot's all this got to do with me?" he asked, and knew it was a stupid question as soon as he'd asked it. He 
scowled when the weasel-faced woman leaned forward, lips parting slightly as she anticipated his answer. 


Because there, for all the world to see at every crime scene above the ripped and torn bodies, were those 


damning two words. 

Eddie Lives. 

"Eddie is your.. mascot, | believe?" 

Harry glared, jaw muscles working. The tone couldn't be more patronising if it tried, which was, Harry was 
sure, what Peter was after. To rile him, make him angry, get him to reveal something he didn't want to tell 
them. Harry hated to be manipulated. "Yeah, you could say that." 

"And what is he supposed to be - exactly? A murderer, a pimp, a zombie, what?" 

Steve couldn't help the snort. Talk about missing the point. "Eddie is what ‘e is. He's just... Eddie." 

The policeman curled his lip. "I see. And have you any idea why anyone would want to impersonate him?" 
Harry couldn't help the snort which slipped out. "No." He couldn't tell them why he thought it was a stupid idea, 
could he? That Eddie was more than just a rogue idea, he was a seven foot demon with burning eyes and a 
very pointed sense of humour; no, because they'd then either (a) send for the men in white coats or (b) 
arrest him for the murders. Neither sounded like a plan. 


"This is not meant to be amusing, Mr Harris." 


Harry felt himself getting angry. Very angry. "I'm not fuckin’ laughin’. What had they done, anyway?" asked 
Steve, passing the bundle of photos back to the copper and wiping his hand on his jeans. 


Peter frowned. "Who?" 
"The guys that got killed” 
"Why should they have done anything?" 


Oh fuck Think fast, Harris, because you may just have dropped yourself right in the kakky. He shrugged and 


looked away. 

"The fans love Eddie. If it's a fan doing this then they wouldn't just pick on people at random." 

There was a long silence, and Harry turned back to lock eyes with Peter. Neither gave ground, and Steve found 
his temper beginning to rise at an alarming rate. Eventually, Peter dropped his eyes to his notes, and both men 


let out a sigh and sat back, disaster averted. For now. 


"Yes, well, we'll need to speak to some other people.. management, road crew. Can you let us have some 
numbers?" 


"Course." 

"Then that will be all. Oh, and if you hear anything.. you will be in touch, won't you Mr Harris?" 

Steve nodded slowly. "Yeah. | will” 

He showed the police out, giving them Rod's number - fuck it, he could deal with them - and closing the heavy 
front door behind them as soon as was decently possible. Once it was closed he slumped against it with a sigh, 
resting his forehead against the roughness of the oak and swearing under his breath. 

It was Eddie. Had to be. 


He turned away, picked up the phone, and dialled a number he knew by heart: 


"Bruce..? Yeah. We need to talk. You seen the news? Yeah.. yeah.. they've just left. Don't fuckin’ scream at me. 


Yeah. I'll sort us a place out. Bloody Eddie, yeah..." 
we 


Paul turned and eyed the house before getting in the car. Rock stars. Thought they could get away with 
anything they wanted, didn't they? Well, not on his bloody watch they couldn't. 


He got in the car, buckled up, and turned to his companion. 
"I think our Mr Harris knows more than he's letting on. He needs to be kept an eye on, don't you think..2” 


With a roar, the unmarked police car scattered gravel as it charged down the drive, leaving nothing but 


birdsong to disturb the peace. 


vko 


Running Free 


Running Free 


His victim had gone for a beer. 


Eddie leaned on the wall of an alley next to the pub; clearly, he so devastated by the death of his friends that 
the bloke had gone for a drink. Arsehole. Still, made it nice and easy for Ed; he'd found somewhere he could 
take him for a bit of.. privacy. Somewhere he could get creative with him. Set up the discovery, make sure 


that nobody ever forgot that you left his fans-- 
Hello. He was leaving the pub early. 


Eddie swung out of the alley, keeping just far enough behind the young man to let him know he was being 
followed but never getting close enough to be seen He felt the fear begin to roll his way after two streets, 
taking the opportunity he paused under a street light, knowing that his quarry had just flung a glance over his 
shoulder. Sure enough, he broke into a run as soon as he caught a glimpse of the wild haired apparition not 
just lit up but positively gilded by the piss yellow of the sodium lamp. 


Eddie loped along behind, noting that his prey wasn't heading for the brightly lit public areas, but seemed to be 
trying to shake him by diving down back alleys and little used byways. How stupid could one human be? He'd 
been hunting this city before it had even been a city. Still, let him run.. 


There was, after all, no escape. 
He cut through an alley or two that he was absolutely certain his prey knew nothing about, and thus was 
waiting for him when he came barrelling around the corner - colliding with the wall that was Eddie at his most 


absolutely real. 


Eddie didn't even flinch, just stood there with his hands in his pockets, looking down as his victim wheezed on 


the floor, winded. 

"You want to give up the fags, mate," said Eddie, in a low growl, "slows you down. You John Mattock?" 

The guy lay still, eyeing the figure standing over him. Eddie had to give his intelligence credit, none of the ‘who 
wants to know’ bollocks that he was getting so tired of, or squeaking and yelling about the reality of what his 
eyes were telling him. He'd managed to focus on the here and now, and perhaps thought he'd have time to 


panic about it later. OF course, he didn't have a later, but as yet he didn't know that. 


John's eyes grew a little more confident when he realised that Eddie still hadn't moved, and had almost got 


back a grain of cockiness by the time he'd climbed to his feet. Eddie waited, even moving back a little to allow 
John up unimpeded. Oh, he was going to enjoy this one; that mix of aggression, wickedness and overconfidence 
he could feel oozing from the man's pores was going to make his self appointed task that much more 


pleasurable. 


He even offered the demon a cigarette, which Eddie took with a smile. Oh, this one was fun; he even did no 
more than flinch when Eddie shook his head to a light, instead producing a flame from his index finger to light 
his smoke with. 


"You want to talk to me? Only I'm a busy man, like," said the youth, pushing sandy hair back from his eyes and 


covering his fear rather well. Eddie grinned. 

"Oh yeah. Last Friday." 

"What about it?" 

"You were at the Romeo And Juliet. Don't try and deny it - | can tell when you lie." 


John, who had indeed been about to deny it, shut his mouth with a snap. Eyes wary, he dropped his head to 


light another cigarette, giving Eddie a long look from under his fringe while he considered his answer. 
"Yeah, | was. Don't tell me you were - | never saw yer. Anyway, it wasn't fancy dress night" 


Ah. Humour. Eddie just leaned down until he and John were nose to nose, and he grinned, opening his eyes wide 


to let the burning flames light the youngster's face. 
"| wasn't, no. But a friend of mine was - you talked to her.. and then you slipped something in her drink" 


The realisation dawned in John's eyes a fraction of a second before he dropped his cigarette and tried to bolt. 
Too slow; Eddie caught the back of his jacket and spun him around to slam him into the wall, stepping back and 
letting him drop to writhe and wheeze on the ground, putting his hand to the nose that had been broken when 
it bounced from the solid brick. Eddie stepped in and stood, legs braced and arms crossed over his chest, 

grinning down at the man on the ground and waiting for him to get his breath back to try again This was fun! 


Damn fool still hadn't realised that there was no escape. 

Of course, his current position actually put his crotch in roughly the same proximity as John’s head. Now, if 
the kid was really bright he'd offer to blow him while he was down there; mind you, it ought to be fun 
watching him try to breathe through a broken nose while Eddie's dick was jammed halfway down his throat. 
The thought made him chuckle, drawing a frightened groan from the man at his feet. No? Oh well then. 


John pushed himself upright, using the wall for leverage, and stared at Eddie with wide eyes. Oh, you see it 


now, don't you? You're starting to make some comections in that horrible little mind of yours. The girl, the 


bouncer, the five scumbags you hung out with. Me. You. 


Enjoying every second of the experience, Eddie reached out and seized the lapels of John's jacket, dragging him 
close and lifting him, pressing his body against him and getting right in the bloodied face of his next victim. 


"You and me," he said, dropping his voice to the most menacing growl he could summon, considering what a 


good mood he was in, "are going to have a little talk about why you shouldn't put drugs in girls drinks. Ready?" 


John made a squeaking noise and began to tremble. Eddie took a deep breath - whilst, technically, he didn't need 
to, it often helped him get his mind in order - and prepared to drag the kid off to the place he'd prepared for 
them. Before he could do so, however, he felt a familiar tingle at the back of his head, a summons in his 


bones. A call that he could not, no matter how much he wished to, ignore. 
Not now, Harry! 
Damn! 


He reversed his last move, slamming John aginst the wall and holding him there, eyes flaring with anger. "You," 


he snapped, "are a dead man. l'm coming for you..” 


And with that he dropped him, turned away and ran for the shadowy network of alleys that he had navigated 
so successfully to catch the kid in the first place. 


~ Ke 


Harry called again, but Bruce noted it wasn't until he yelled "Dammit, Ed, now! that the mist swirling inside the 
circle coalesced into the looming, angry figure of Eddie. Eyes flashing, sparks flying amidst the wild white hair, 


lips drawn back from teeth bared in a snarl it was an apparition to quail the strongest heart. 


It was rare that they actually had to summon him. Normally the problem was making him go away; he had a 
knack for turning up at the most inconvenient times and places to cause all sorts of mayhem. Trouble 
personified, no matter how much the fans adored him. But every now and again he had to be called, and the 


procedure gave Bruce the bloody creeps. 


Harry had called him back that afternoon, having rented an artist's studio in Camden that would provide the 
perfect place to carry out the summoning in peace. Nobody was going to ask questions in an area like that; 
strange noises and odd goings were quite normal, and nothing to be remarked upon. Course, if they were 
recognised it might raise a few eyebrows, but thus far all was going to plan. Including, Bruce noted with a 


spark of amusement, Eddie's displeasure at being screamed at. 
Harry was Not Happy. Not happy at all. 


"What the fuck dyer think you're doing? Goin’ around killin’ people and leaving your bloody signature above the 


bodies!" 


Mind you, he hadn't been at all pleased to come home from a scheduled flight, tired and in need of sleep, to 


discover a brace of coppers on his doorstep. The interview had not been pleasant. 
"Fuck, Eddie, nobody's supposed to know you actually exist. How am | supposed to explain that one, eh? Sorry 
Officer, it wasn't me it was this demon | know? Oh yeah, makes me a candidate for the fuckin’ funny farm 


that does!" 


Eddie hadn't moved, arms folded and glaring down at Steve. Bruce couldn't help but wonder why; normally, their 


demon was almost as verbose as their drummer, but this silence was ominous. 


"You've put us all in a right bad light, you ‘ave. Made it look like we're in cahoots with a serial killer! A fuckin’ 


serial killer! 


Uhoh. That smile was bad news. Bruce wondered if Harry had noticed it; in his fury he was almost jumping up 


and down, howling and yelling and demanding explanations. 
"This could finish us! Totally fuckin’ destroy us and everything we've worked so ‘ard for! Is that what you 
want? Is that what you've come out for, to see us all on the fuckin’ street and destitute? Cos if it all goes 


tits up that's what'll fuckin’ happen and itll all be your fault you great lump of--" 


Eddie took a step forward, passing the boundary of the chalk circle without so much as a flinch. Steve stopped, 


mid-rant, and went white. Eddie's smile broadened. 
"Alright, Harris. My turn" 

Crap. 

"When have | ever hurt the band or its fans, Harry?" 


Eddie was right up to Steve now, and he was getting a crick in his neck looking up at him. Eddie knew how to 
use his height to intimidate, that was for damn sure. 


"Especially the fans. No fans, no band, right?" 

Harry rallied. Never mind that when he was summoned - as opposed to just showing up - he wasn't supposed 
to be able to get out of the circle unless given permission, Harry wasn't about to let a little thing like possibly 
losing control over his demon get in the way of a bloody good row. 


"You're fuckin’ right no fans no band! So what the ‘ell d'you think yer doing--" 


Eddie held up one long finger and made a fsk noise. "These were not fans. | can assure you, Harry, that in no 


way have | diminished the fanbase by taking out these scumbags." 
"/ don't care if they were scumbags, you can't just go around killin’ people for no bloody--" 


Eddie raised what would have been, had he had any, an eyebrow, the skin of his face wrinkling in a querulous 
arch. "You," he said to Harry, "have daughters, yes? As do you," he added, acknowledging Bruce's presence for 


the first time. 


Both men nodded, startled into silence by the change in direction and wondering where the argument was going 


next. 


Eddie proceeded to tell both men what had happened to the girl in the club, going into exquisite detail, missing 
not a nuance of feeling, a scratch, a bite, a blemish or an abrasion; he listed each man's actions, and gave their 
emotions on performing them. He waxed lyrical as he described her lying the alley, unconscious and bleeding, 
stinking of piss and semen until her concerned friends had found her, and called an ambulance; the humiliating 
tests and questioning in the hospital, the way the police had pretty much admitted that there was nothing 
they could do. The way she'd cried out to him, to them all, but that he was the only one could hear her.. 


"Fine," snapped Bruce, wiping a hand across his face and wondering if the tightness in his chest would ever go 


away, “enough. You're a demon, Eddie - why should you give a shit?" 


Harry had collapsed on a chair next to the wall, head in his hands, white faced with distress. That such a thing 
could happen to anyone upset him, but he had a good idea what Eddie was going to say next, and that hurt 


even worse. 


"Because she's a fan - one of ours. Maiden is a family, and we look after our own - | think you said that didn't 


you, Harry? A long, long time ago." 


He looked up, tried to speak, cleared his throat and tried again but the words just wouldn't come. Bruce made 
his way over, gripped his friend on the shoulder; this had hit him hard. He really did care about their fans, 
always had - he'd been known to physically get involved when he saw them being manhandled by over 


enthusiastic security. That and the crack about daughters had just about devastated him. "Harry?" 


He shook his head and sighed, looking over at the window and the vista of the city beyond it. Eddie leaned on a 
wall at the opposite end of the studio, lit a smoke and watched the two men, puffing smoke rings and damping 
the burn of his eyes to a wicked glitter. Let Harry get his head round the facts, then he'd give him the rest 
of it, what little there was. More a case of giving them the heads up as to what to expect than anything else.. 


Harry looked at him at shook his head again "Fuck, Ed, why didn't you say anything?" 


Eddie strolled back down the long room, treading out the cigarette end as he came. "You would have approved, 


would you?" 


"Well. No.." 
Bruce shook his head. "A warning would have been nice. You know, expect coppers at dawn, that sort of thing." 


"Speaking of coppers," replied Eddie, nodding toward the window, "you two do know that you were followed here, 
don't you?" 


He laughed at the identical expressions of fear that flashed across both faces. "Oh dear. You two really are 
amateurs at this stuff, arent you?" 


"Shit. Now what?" 


"We're not doing anythin’ wrong," said Harry, jumping up and going to the window. Eddie stopped him and gave 
him a gentle push back toward the rickety chair. 


"No? A pair of murder suspects meeting up at the dead of night in a place they would normally never go? 


Dear oh dear. It'll be all let's be havin’ you sir and falling down the cell stairs before you know it. Look, leave it 


to me--" 
"No!" both men yelled, and Eddie laughed. 


lm not going to kill anyone. Well. I've got one more to do. Then itll be business as usual. You two just take 


care that you're with people doing perfectly innocent stuff for the next couple of days, right?" 


The two men nodded, Bruce shaking his head and rubbing his eyes. If anyone had told him he'd be involved with 


TE 
"You would still have done it," said Eddie absently. "The fame, the girls. You love it really, you old fraud" 
Bruce snorted, 

Harry chewed on his lip. "Eddie--" 

"Yeah?" 

He paused, throwing a glance at Bruce before frowning in the direction of their demon. "Make it 'urt, alright?" 


Eddie nodded. "Right you are, chief. Now give me ten minutes before you leave, right? And remember what | 
said. Be around people for the next day or so." 


The two men nodded, and with a flare of blue light for a wink, Eddie was gone. 


"That went well" 


"Shut up, Bruce." 
~ ew 


Once it had become clear that the two suspects were headed for the same place a single surveillance team 
took over. In this case, it comprised Detective Inspector Paul Simons and Detective Sarah Church, the pair that 
had interviewed Steve at his home the day before. They'd seen the strange lights in the window, and the third 
large figure striding about the room, they were a bit lost as to how this third person had got in, because the 
building only had one entrance and they were watching it. 


"Maybe he was waiting for them, sir," said Sarah, and Paul nodded. Must be. 


"He's a big bastard, though," muttered the Inspector, frowning as he saw the third man walk to the window. "l 


mean, those two are shortarses. This one must be.. | dunno... six eight? Six nine?" 


The Inspector's window shattered, making him jump and shout as he was showered with glittering particles of 


safety glass. 
"Just a hair off seven feet, | think you'll find” 


Eddie leaned down to the window of the car, and turned the full force of his grin on the two police officers. 


I'm going that way. You gonna chase me, then?" 


He pointed down the street, and began to step back before changing his mind and leaning in the driver's side 


window again. "You. You're too pretty to be a copper. You and me ought to get together some time - we could 


party." 


She squeaked, and went white. Eddie laughed, thumped the roof of the car and set off down the street, hands 
in the pockets of his jeans and whistling merrily. When he heard the roar of the car engine he didn't bother 
looking back, just took to his heels and lead them astray, never missing a beat, and happily plotting what he 


was going to do to his next victim. 
~ Ke 


"Christ!" yelped Bruce as he watched Eddie's unsubtle - but very effective - diversion tactic. "You should see 
this, Steve--" 


"Never mind. You just get out of ‘ere - I'll be along in a minute." 
Bruce paused, about to try and persuade Steve to change his mind - but then he realised that his friend was 


sitting on the old chair again, looking at the pictures of his family that he kept in his wallet. He sighed, clapped 
him on the shoulder and left; no arguing with the guy in this state. He just hoped he got home safely. 


Steve stared at the pictures, the smiling faces of his kids staring back, their laughter loud and clear even 
from the flat image. Unknown to him, a single tear ran down his face, and he ground his teeth in frustration 


before looking up at the darkened window once more. 
"Make it ‘urt bad Ed, real bad" 


~ Ke 
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Children Of The Damned 


‘lm tellin’ you, it's fuckin’ reall" 

‘Of course it is, son A seven foot tall demon, you say? Broke your nose." 
"Yeah." 

"For no reason." 

"Yeah!" 


The police officer sat back and pinched the bridge of his nose with a sigh. It had been a long few days, and he 
was seriously looking forward to his day off. Just his luck he'd been at the station when one John Mattock had 
stumbled through the door, demanding police protection and gibbering about demons. 


The police weren't sure what to make of it. Mattock was on their books, for sure; he had one convicton for 
date rape and two more for sexual assault, but getting anything on the little weasel was almost impossible. A 
big fish in a small pond, he was, and nobody wanted to stand up against him in court. The few that had dared 
to do so had found their windows broken and their cars fired; after a few incidents like that, nobody would 
testify. And so Mattock puffed his chest out and strutted around his little patch, feeling untouchable and doing 


as he damn well pleased. 

"| want protectin!" 

The policeman eyed the youth with some distaste. Of course, they were all pigs and scum right up until 
somebody did something to him, weren't they? It would serve the little shit right to turf him out on the 


streets and hope whoever the vigilante was caught up with him before dawn.. 


But of course, you couldn't do that. It wasn't the law. 


"Fine. Fine. Look, a night in the cells is all | can do. That'll have to be enough." 
"| need proper protectin'!" 


The copper leaned across the table and fixed his own gaze on the agitated young man's. "I don't suppose you 
were at the Romeo And Juliet last Friday, were you?" he snarled. 


John cowered back in his chair, puffed on his cigarette and dropped his gaze. 
"Not me." 


"Because somebody was pulling your trick with the spiked drinks and the gang of mates out the back. But it 


must be somebody impersonating you, mustn't it? As you weren't there.” 


John fidgeted and mumbled, only meeting the older man's gaze in short glances and twisting in his seat, 


obviously uncomfortable. 


Fine. Whatever. Interview suspended at twenty three fifty, Mr Mattock to be escorted to the cells by PC 


Jones, Sergeant Jacobs presiding." 


He shut off the tape recorder with a snap. "Go on then, fuck off. We'll bring you a cup of tea in the morning 
just before we throw you out, right?" 


The young officer also in the interview room rose and shooed the trembling young man out, heading for the 
cells and a bit of protection from - and the Sergeant snorted in derision as he lit a cigarette of his own - 
demons. Good lord, demons. Whatever they were taking these days, it must be good stuff.. 


~ Ke 


Sergeant Jacobs was just finishing the last of his report on Mattock when DI Simons crashed in, ashen faced 
and shaking. 


"You've got someone in who's seen a demon?" 

The Sergeant blinked. "Well, yes sir. Mattock, believe it or not." 
The DI stalked closer, grinding his teeth. "Where is he?" 

"In the cells.. sir?" 

"Come with me. | need to see him." 


And the DI swept out, a very confused Sergeant trailing behind him. 


~ Ke 


They were too late. All that remained in the cell was a lighter, a pair of trainers, and a pool of blood beginning 


to go black and crusty at the edges - oh, and the two words on the cell wall. 


‘| want to see the CCTV footage," growled the DI, storming off down the corridor, "and | want to know why 
nobody saw anything!” 


Sergeant Jacobs blinked at the wall. Eddie Lives. Well, shit. 
Maybe there was something in this demon thing after all 
we 


John curled up into a tiny ball and tried to quiet his shivering, hoping against hope that his captor would, 
perhaps, forget he was there. Or let him go. Or something. He'd been shocked - to put it mildly - when he'd 
looked up in his cell and seen the demon leaning on the opposite wall, smoking one of his cigarettes and grinning. 
Before he could say anything he'd been seized by the throat, and while Eddie puffed on his cig, he used his 
other hand to cut a slice in his arm, and write the two words on the wall in his blood. He'd taken the cig from 


his mouth, laughed, and then they'd-- 
Well, come here. Wherever ‘here’ was. And he hadn't noticed that doors or anything were involved, so he had 
no fucking idea how they'd reached the place. But the demon had dumped him, kicked him a few times, and 


now... 


He uncurled a little, peering round for his assailant. There he was, the smug shit. Sitting on a packing crate, 


kicking his heels and smoking his cigarettes. 
Bastard. 


Eddie crushed out the dog end, and turned his gaze on the young man. "You're awake. Good. We can get started, 
then" 


"No no no nol Wait!" 


Eddie scooped him up, tucked him under one arm and began to stroll back to the crate he'd been so 
comfortable on. He swung John across it, on his back, and held him down with one long fingered hand. "Why?" 


"Because.. because.. | can pay! Get you money. As much as you want. Drugs. Girls." 


Eddie snorted. "Right. Because you're so successful with women that you have to drop pills in their drinks. And 
what use is money in Hell?" 


"Drugs?" 
"Do be serious, mate." 
we 


The group of police officers sat around the small monitor, flicking through the closed circuit footage from the 
cells. Although there were no cameras in the cells themselves, Mattock's cell door had been open; sure enough, 
a tall figure strolled into view at 23:55 on the timestamp, waved cheerfully at the camera, and stepped into 

the cell. He looked up, grinned, and pulled the cell door to; when it drifted open again, Mattock and the tall figure 


were gone, and the words had been scrawled on the wall in blood. 

"What's the timestamp?" breathed DI Simons. Jacobs squinted at the grainy grey screen. 
"23:58, sir." 

“Two minutes to midnight." 

"Sir? Is that important, then?" 


"You're an idiot, Jacobs," snapped the DI, and strode out of the office. The remaining uniforms shared a look. 
Plain clothes. They were all mental. 


"What was that thing?" asked a young PC with a shudder of revulsion, and Jacobs shrugged, looking away from 


the evidence before switching it off with a decisive click. 


"From what we can tell," he said quietly, as though he himself couldn't quite believe what he was saying, "that, 


my girl, was a demon" 
~ ev 


Eddie worked methodically, humming under his breath the whole time. He certainly hoped that Harry, Bruce and 
the others had taken his advice, and were busy being completely innocent in full view because if a breath of 
suspicion ever fell on them for this one there could, indeed, be trouble. Still, he'd done his bit, late there in the 
fag end of the night before; contacted a journalist, dropped some hints, lured them out with promises and 


given them his side of the story. 


Honestly, tabloid journos? He'd met demons who were less evil. Still, they served their purpose and that was all 


that mattered. 


So here he was. The last one - the most important one - naked and chained in the middle of a vast empty 


warehouse, ready for whatever Eddie felt like doing to him. The flares of his eyes flickered, turned red and hot 


and narrowed down to mere pinpricks; he'd been looking forward to this for days. Mess with one of his, would 
he? 


Oh dear. 

He was about to learn the error of his ways. Big style. 

wk 

John blinked at the roof of the warehouse, clearing his eyes of sweat and blood, tears and gathered filth. He 
had no idea what time it was, or how long this had been going on for; all he knew was that the daylight outside 
was beginning to fade, the sunshine that had poked through the cracks in the walls and roof shading to a dusky 
orange and then to red. Soon they would be gone, and he would be trapped in the dark. 

Trapped in the dark with a demon that was going to kill him. 

He closed his eyes, surrendered to the pain, and waited. 

we 

Eddie grinned. He'd taken a little break to sit back, have a beer and a smoke, take stock of the situation; let's 
see, so far he'd kicked him around, beaten him up, thrashed him until his arms ached and bitten him a few 
times. He was crumpled in a bleeding heap not too far away, without even the energy left to moan, just a few 


more questions, then the fun could really start. 


He turned to the crate next to the one he was sitting on, and regarded the six little spheres of light with 
interest. 


"See?" he said, “aren't you glad it wasn't your idea? And you lot thought you had it bad." 

The spheres seemed to contract a little in fear, their light dimming, and Eddie laughed as he hopped off the 
crate and approached the heap on the concrete floor. Everything was ready, the pole he'd driven into the 
ground behind the trembling, beaten man, the pale glow of the witchlight he'd set on the top of it illuminating 
the area just as he wanted it. 

He used the toe of his boot to turn John over, then squatted next to him and tapped him on the forehead. 


"Oi. One last thing before you go." 


John moaned through lips swollen and cracked, tried to roll eyes bruised shut at his tormentor. Eddie cocked 


his head. 


"Why her? You can speak, | know you can. | haven't broken that many teeth." 


"Cause," came the rattle. Eddie sat cross legged and cupped a hand behind his ear. 

"Yog?" 

"Brave," said the dying mon. 

"Ah" 

"Bright," he murmured, eyes drifting closed. "Svery bright.. stood up t'me.. bitsch.." 

He began to slip into the dark, and Eddie shook his head. Nope, passing out was not an option. 

John arched and wailed, a thin, desperate sound as Eddie poked him in the side with one long finger, igniting it 
as he did so. He pulled it back, blowing out the small blue flame with a puff. The smell of burning flesh drifted 
up in a lazy curl to join the other stinks in the increasingly thick air over the circle where he suffered and 


bled. 


"Ah well" he said, standing up and unbuckling his jeans with a grin, "m going to do you a favour. I'm going to 


give you a little bit of what you gave her." 


He threw his jeans and trainers off toward the crates, balling up his t shirt and tossing it lightly after them. 
Naked as his victim he chuckled at the expression of terror that flicked across the ravaged features, seemed 
the idiot on the floor wasn't as stupid as he looked, because he sure as shit had a pretty good idea what was 
coming next. He took a moment to stretch, caressing his dick where it nuzzled his stomach with dreadful 
eagerness, clear fluid glistening at the tip and beginning to leak down the shaft. His balls lifted at the touch of 
the cool air, and he laughed. 


"Oh yeah," he said, "I know exactly what each of you did. And after you'd all fucked her, it was your idea to 


enter more.. virgin territory, was it not?" 
John moaned, and Eddie knelt on the concrete next to him. 


"By the way," he said with a cruel smile, "this is going to hurt you a hell of a lot more than it hurts me. 


Damned if | can ever remember to bring lube with me. Still, you never bothered, so what can you expect?" 


He looped an arm around John's waist, pulled him to his knees, and began to force the head of his erection into 


the young man's arse, ignoring the way he begged for mercy, for pity, for a little sympathy, compassion. 
"Nope. Do as you would be done by, my son. Here we go.." 


John screamed. 


~ Ke 


Eddie stood back, dusting his hands together, and felt the satisfaction of a job well done. If this little scene 
didn't make scumbags think twice before they touched any more of his fans, then nothing would. He'd make 


damn certain the juiciest details made their way into the press, that was for sure.. 
He lifted one hand, and admired the glowing sphere quaking in the palm. 


"You ever been to Hell? You'll love it. They've got a special place for scumbags like you.. ‘cos if you think 


you've suffered so far, it's nothing compared to what's waiting." 


The soul let out a ghost of a sound, a breathy wail of hopeless terror, and Eddie chuckled before tucking it in 
the pocket of his jeans to join the others. He turned to what was left of the corpse, and tipped a finger to it in 


salute. 


"Be seeing you," he said, and left the building in a swirl of demonic energy and a whiff of sulphur and Hellfire. 
Just one last call to make, and then back to the Whore Of Babylon for a pint and a brag.. 


~~ 


It had been a full day and a night since Mattock had been taken from the cells, and DI Simons had been 

expecting this call for about twelve hours now. It hadn't lessened the impact any, and he thought that if he 
saw one more copper puke he was going to kick someone. About the only people who hadn't thrown up were 
the pathologist and his team and that was only because - in his opinion - they were all a morbid bunch of 


bastards anyway. 


"If it's anything like the other scenes," sighed the forensics tech talking to him, pulling the white hood of his 


suit from his hair, "there'll be nothing. This one looks as clean as the others." 
"Clean?" 
"So to speak, sir." 


The Detective Inspector hissed through his teeth, and looked up at the outside of the abandoned warehouse, 
which was awaiting demolition so the site could be redeveloped. He still wanted to know how, when it overlooked 
one of the busiest roads in the city, nobody had seen the perpetrator writing Eddie Lives in twenty foot high 
letters of blood, or nailing the skin of the unfortunate John Mattock to the door. 


He paused by the door as he pulled on a pair of latex gloves. Pointless really. The damn demon wouldn't have 
left anything they could use, but he had to be seen to be going through the motions. He read what was 
written on the skin - and tried not to think about what had been used for ink, because he was sure it was 


going to be something nasty - while he struggled with the skin tight gloves. 


To all who enter this place: 


Within you will find one 
Who defied the laws 
OF this land and the next 
Let those who bear witness to his suffering know 
That all who bear our mark 
Are One. 


(Even the idiots) 
/ watch over them all 

UP THE IRONS! 
He let out a long sigh through his nose, and pushed his way past the gruesome artifact. Inside was worse; a 
stench of blood, loose bowels, urine and scorched flesh hung over the scene, added to by the hot, dusty smell 
of the arc lights and - inevitably - vomit where some copper hadn't made it outside in time. 
"We'll have to take DNA to be sure but it seems fairly certain that the skin outside and the body in here are 
a match," said another forensics officer, eyeing the still form of the crucified corpse. He spared a glance at 
the DI, who was watching the team work with an expression of distaste. "Looks like dental records won't be any 
good; the mouth and head are pretty well smashed up. We've accounted for most of the internal organs--" 
"Most?" 
"We can't find one kidney, and about half the brain is missing. Oh, and," the tech checked a clipboard, "an eye." 
"Marvellous." 
"They may yet turn up. We haven't sifted through the pile properly yet" 
Simons eyed the heap of internal organs that made a grim pattern in front of the skinned, eviscerated, 
crucified corpse. Not just crucified, mind you; the evil fucker had crucified the poor bastard upside down, 
ruined mouth hanging open in a soundless scream and empty eye sockets begging for forgiveness. Well, he was 
shit out of luck on that score, then. 
"Looks like he was raped too. Somebody really went to town on him - haven't seen one like this for years--" 


"Yes, fine. You can jerk off over the details later. Report on my desk as soon as, please.” 


Simons left the building, shaking his head. Well, he'd do his best but catching someone? 


Maybe when Hell froze over. 
~ ew 


Eleanor took a deep breath before she opened the door. Silly, really, but since the attack she was always 
rather nervous of who might be outside. Even though the person who attacked her hadn't-- 


Enough of that. Deal with what was happening now. 


She opened the door, and smiled at the police officer outside. She recognised the face of Seargeant Jacobs, the 
one who'd been so kind to her in the hospital that night-- 


"Come in, please. Tea?" 

He nodded, smiled at her. She made small talk with him and the other officer with him, settled them in her 
living room and finally, finally, asked him what brought him to her flat. He pulled a photograph from his inside 
pocket, and took a deep sigh before handing it to her. 


"Do you recognise this man at all?" 


She ground her teeth. Yeah, she recognised him. His face had been haunting her dreams for the past week, 


ever since the attack-- 

"Is that the man that attacked you?" 

She looked at the copper sharply. There was a note in his voice, a hint of - desperation? Hope? 
She nodded. "Yes. Yes, as far as | can remember. This is him" 


She handed the picture back and wiped her fingers on the leg of her jeans. Just being in the same room as it 


made her feel-- 
"Why, has there been any progress?" 


Sergeant Jacobs shook his head, tucked the picture back into his pocket and sucked on his teeth for a moment 
before saying anything else. "He was found dead this morning. Murdered." 


"Good" 
"Miss Jones, do you know who Eddie is?" 


She smiled, and pointed to the framed poster on the wall above his head. "As far as | know, that's Eddie." 


He twisted and looked, and to Eleanor's surprise he smiled. "Yes," he said, voice thoughtful, "I thought you might 
say that." 


"Why?" 

He looked back at her, and to her utter astonishment she thought she saw him wink. 

"It seems, Miss Jones, that you might have a guardian angel. So to speak" 

wk 

Steve picked up the morning mail, and frowned when he saw the note secured to the paper with a grubby 
elastic band. Wandering back through to the kitchen he pulled it out and scanned it, swore under his breath and 
dumped the bulk of the post on the table before shaking open the paper. One of the more sensationalist 
tabloids, it was one he didn't normally take; however, his not-so-anonymous benefactor had made damn sure 
he didn't miss this issue. 

Revenge Of The Beast! screamed the headline, and Harry groaned. As if on cue, the phone began to ring; picking 
it up and tucking it between chin and shoulder he read the note and sighed before paying attention to the irate 


voice yammering in his ear. 


"Yeah? Rod. Yeah, yeah I've seen it.. sure.. press conference? Good idea. OK. OK. I'll leave it to you, right? No, | 
won't talk to any journalists. Rod! Fuckin’ ‘ell mate, will you trust me? Right. Sure, OK. Talk to you later. Bye." 


He dropped the phone back on its cradle and eyed the note. 
Harry 


All done now. HI be around, right? Oh and tell Rod that you cant buy publicity like this - just make sure you've got 
the oxygen on hand when you do! 


Cheers 
Eddie 


Harry hissed between his teeth, dropping note and paper into the recycling bin. Demons. Talk about a sense of 
the bloody dramatic... 


~ Ke 


Epilogue - Sanctuary 
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Eplogue - Sanctuary 


Eddie strolled through the dark, empty streets, and sniffed appreciatively at the rain wet air. It was good to be 
back Up Above; he'd rather enjoyed his sojourn here nine months ago, and had quite missed the place. The 
kerfuffle over the murders had died down, and as he'd said in the note he'd sent to Harry the band couldn't 
buy publicity like that. Especially once the news had broken about the victim's previous form, and the fact 
that they were under investigation for a series of particularly nasty date rapes.. 


It was all very well for the police to squeak about vigilantes being a cure worse than the disease, but one 
thing was for sure - wearing a Maiden shirt was reputed to ward off bad luck and drinks-spikers in all the 
trendiest clubs. 


Eddie chuckled. 


The woman he was following slowed, sensing his presence; he slunk back into a shadow, and with a little laugh 


she strode on. 

Tough kid, this one. Nine months after her attack and she was back out living her life again; in fact, she'd just 
been to the same gig he had. The band had been pleased to see him - sort of - although Bruce had dragged 
him off to one side just to check that there would be no police in his wake this time. He'd patted him on the 
head, swiped a beer and stalked off to party with the others, leaving Bruce to fume outside the showers. 


She'd reached home, and Eddie gave her a moment to get settled before he presented himself at her door. He 


could break in, sure, but that wasn't polite, was it? 

He knocked, waited. 

When she pulled the door open, she just grinned at him. "Hello Eddie. | wondered if you'd ever come visit me." 
He grinned in return, and followed her inside. 


Eleanor's mind was a mess. She'd just seen the band, gone for a beer with some friends, night bus home - and 


Eddie was here? Okay babe, time out, you've finally lost your everloving mind. Take two beers out there and 


when you discover that you're alone and, indeed, fucking crazy, you can drink them both and go to bed. 
Because this is not happening, and | don't care what happened to the guys that attacked you - this isn't real. 


She went back into the living room and stopped dead. 

Eddie was looking at her posters - in deference to her age, they were respectably in frames these days, not 
just tacked to the wall - and chuckled as she appeared. He turned to her and tapped the frame of the Number 
Of The Beast one, with a wry smile. 


"| think this one's my favourite. You?" 


Okay. Either this is happening or you're mental. Either way there's nothing you can do about it, so just go with 
the flow. 


She shrugged, passing him a beer. "I like Stranger, myself," she replied, pointing to cyber-Eddie in the futuristic 
bar scene, cowboy hat, leather duster and all. He snorted. 


"Yeah well. No accounting for taste, is there?" 
He sprawled into the armchair, bit the top from the bottle and spat it into the waste bin with alarming 


accuracy, dropping her a wink and taking a long slug of his beer. She removed the top from hers in a more 
conventional fashion, flopped down in the corner of the sofa and just stared at him. 


"What?" 
"You're real” 
"Yeah. 

"Oh. 


She drank her beer, and continued to stare at her guest. He pushed one long fingered hand through his shock 
of pale hair and gave her a rather quizzical gaze, one eye flaring brighter than the other. 


"Did | forget to put me ‘ead on this mornin’ or somethin'?" 


She laughed. "No, I'm sorry. I'm just wondering what," she took a deep breath, "why you're here. | mean, it was 


you earlier this year? Not someone pretending to be you?" 
‘It was me, alright." 


"You killed those men?" 


"Yep." 
She took another deep breath, a habit she'd been taught in therapy and one that was damn useful when 
confusion threatened to overwhelm. "Then thank you. | owe you one.” An idea occurred to her, and her eyes 


suddenly went wide. "Oh my god, is that why you're here? To collect?" 


He laughed, leaning forward in the chair and letting his wrists dangle between his knees. "In a manner of 


speaking, | suppose." 

"Oh" She swallowed hard. "So l'm.. you're going to kill me?" 

Eddie flung himself back in the chair and hooted with laughter. "No! Fuck's sake, no. Nothing like that. | just," and 
he fixed her with a very direct gaze, narrowing the blue flames to white pinpoints, "wondered just how much 
of a fan you are." 

"l'm not sure |--" 

In reply Eddie spread his legs, and caressed the outline of his dick under his tight, faded blue jeans. She looked, 
finished the rest of her beer, took yet another deep breath - she'd be hyperventilating at this rate - and 
looked again. Eddie was still grinning, watching her, and tracing the long fingernails of one hand up and down that 
enticing outline. 

She licked her lips, tempted. 

"And.. if | say no?" 

"I go back to Hell with blue balls and a bad temper." 

If | say yes?" 

"Well, what do you think?" 

She nodded. "Look, since the attack | haven't.. you know. Its not that | haven't wanted to, but I've been.. well--" 
"Afraid?" 

"Yeah." 


He held out a hand to her, palm up in invitation and just a little bit of challenge. "Don't be afraid" 


She put the bottle down on the end table, and looked once more. Yep, still there, one demon inviting her for a 


fuck. She felt tension prickle up her spine, congesting her thoughts with fear and doubt, the pain of recovery 


and everything she'd been through in the last nine months; and then one thought blew through the whole lot, 


clearing her mind and making her grin. 
Ah, fuck it; why not? You only live once.. and at least this way you'll have one friend in Hell, when you get there. 


She rose, took his hand and allowed herself to be drawn onto his lap, straddling his thighs, breasts against his 
chest and staring straight into those incredible flames that served as his eyes. Daring or not, she was still 
shaking with the adrenaline rush; he smoothed one hand through her hair even as he caressed her hip with 


the other. 


"Brave girl," he murmured, remembering something her attacker had said, just before he'd killed him; still, 


probably best not to share that right now eh, Ed? No need to break the mood. 


She began to explore him with her fingertips, running them over the rippled texture of his - was it skin? It 
always seemed in pictures as though he had no skin - his surface, then He rumbled deep in his throat as her 
fingers explored, finding his - oh the hell with it, skin was as good a word as any - to be a little cool, dry, and 
scented like-- 


She brought her fingers to her nose and sniffed at them, much to his amusement. A mix of exotic spices, 
overtones of woodsmoke and cordite? Whatever it was, it was giving her a heavy feeling low in her belly, it 
certainly wasn't anything like she'd expected. She wondered if he smelt like that all over, and felt herself flush 


even as the thought made her mouth water. 


She smiled, and danced her fingers lower, tugging on the edge of his t shirt. Ever obliging, Eddie lifted his arms 
and let her pull it off him; she sat back once it was gone and gave a breathless little laugh. So here she was 
then, sitting on the lap of a half naked demon, horny as hell - no pun intended - and wondering what on earth 
she ought to do next. So far he'd just watched her, making small noises of appreciation as her fingers stroked 
across the lines of his muscle, caressed his neck, tugged a little on his hair; but other than rubbing his palms 
on her hips he hadn't made a move. 


She wondered why. 


"Don't want to scare you," he rumbled, all the humour gone from his voice and replaced by a dark, smoky tone 


of desire that made her shiver. 
"I'm not afraid," she said, and it was almost true. 


He chuckled, and his hands were moving; running along her flanks, her back, and tangling in her hair, still sweat- 
damp from the gig, and then urging her forward to kiss him. She let herself be manoeuvered, and closed her 
eyes as her lips met his mouth, technically, she knew from perusing his picture for hours at a time, he didn't 
have lips. Didn't seem to affect the way he kissed, though. His hand cupped the back of her head, and his 
Tongue swiped along her lips, nudging them open, she relaxed and let him in, groaning at the agile way the tip of 
that nimble organ stroked her cheeks, her teeth, the roof of her mouth. She was breathing faster, wriggling 


against him, tangling her hands in his hair as she deepened the kiss, trying to get more of that smoky spice, 
that taste that was unlike any human she'd ever kissed.. 


They broke apart for a moment, her eyes wide with amazement as she panted for breath. 


"Wow," she said, and even Eddie seemed a little out of breath as he chuckled Damn, but he'd forgotten how 
much fun live chicks were.. your average damned soul couldn't be bothered with all this mucking about, but it 


sure had its advantages. She raised her eyebrows at him. 
‘| didn't think you had to breathe?" 


"| can manage without," he said, "but it's not much fun Besides," and he snaked one hand up under her shirt, 


pulling her in for another kiss, "you smell good.” 


And now his hands were really moving, cupping her breasts, rolling his thumb across her nipples before sliding 
down her sides and back once more, dipping those talented fingers down the back of her jeans and pressing her 
groin against his, the pair of them rolling their hips and almost dry humping against each other. She struggled 
back from him, putting one hand in the middle of his chest. 


"Wait, wait. Here." 


She stripped her t shirt off, and was about to remove her bra when Eddie winked, reached around behind her 
and snapped his fingers. She laughed as he brought his hand back round, bearing the underwear dangling from 


one finger with a triumphant grin. 


"You haven't done that before, have you?" she laughed, still trembling a little. She had no idea whether it was 


from desire or fear but damn, it felt good. 


"A time or two," he snorted, then drew her forward once more, taking a nipple in his mouth and sucking, 
carefully rolling his tongue over it, nipping her and soothing the sting. She yelped, arching her back and leaning 
into him; goddamn but that felt good! He nuzzled his way across her collarbone, nipping and suckling, before 
working his way down to the other breast. His hands moved continually, stroking, caressing, teasing her nerve 
endings until she was panting and ready to come just from their attentions. She pulled on his hair, yanking his 
head back to fasten her mouth over his once more, grinding herself against his body, pushing her smooth, 
sweat slick skin against his rougher, drier surface. He made a noise that could have been a growl, his whole 
body vibrating with it, and when she pulled back for breath once more she was startled to see that the 
flames of his eyes had changed colour, from a clear blue-white to a smoky, hellish red. The change jolted her, 
but didn't put her off in the slightest; the way she was feeling right now she'd be surprised if her eyes hadn't 


changed colour too. 
"If you're ready," he growled, "I think we ought to take this to the bedroom. Now." 


She went to wriggle off him, but he just tightened his arms around her and scooped her up, throwing her over 


his shoulder and roaring with laughter as she shrieked and slapped at his backside. A backside which, she 
couldn't help but notice, was as muscular as hell and beautifully formed, pushing against the tightness of the 
soft, faded denim of his jeans. He might be the demonic undead, but Jesus did he have a nice arse.. 


She was still giggling about this when he flipped her onto the bed, rumbling in his throat like a dangerous dog, 
crawling up between her thighs and hovering over her, dipping his head to kiss her again, locks of his pale hair 
falling down around them both and sealing them in a private space for just a moment. She sighed, buried her 
fingers in that hair and pulled him in for a deeper, hungrier kiss; he dropped his hips and ground his erection 
against the dampness of the crotch of her jeans, sending a shudder through her. She gasped when he broke 
from her this time; he moved his mouth down her neck, spending enough time on her breasts to have her 


arching and crying out again. 


Lower then, nibbling around her belly, dipping his tongue into her navel, nuzzling down to the waistband of her 
jeans. He knelt up, then, and watched her as his long fingers pulled at her belt, slowly pulling the tongue 
through the buckle, moving to undo the button and pull down the zip. She watched him, not without some 
anxiety; nakedness was vulnerability, and she'd had a lifetime's worth of feeling vulnerable, thank you very 
much. 


Seeming to pick up the thought he dropped and gave her a quick lick, snaking his tongue around the triangle of 
flesh exposed by the opening in her jeans, then stepped back from her, ignoring her whimper of protest: 


Keeping his burning gaze on her he unbuckled his own jeans, stepped back from the bed and slid them over his 
hips, pushing them down his thighs until he could kick them off, sending his trainers flying with them. Naked, 
he crawled up the bed to lay beside her. 


"Better?" 


She blinked, breath momentarily stolen by her first sight of his cock. Long and thick, it had the same gnarled 
appearance as the rest of his skin, but when she reached out and tentatively ran her hand along the shaft she 
discovered it to be smooth, cooler than she expected, with that strange silky softness over steel that always 
surprised her when she stroked a cock. It trembled, and she ran her hand up to below the head, tightening her 
grip for a moment before sliding down to stroke his balls. He hissed in pleasure, throwing his head back as she 
took her time exploring him; the urge to simply roll her over and just screw her through the mattress was 


enormous, but this.. this was delicious torture too. 
And Eddie was always up for some torture. 


She scrambled around, and he watched her shuck her jeans, underwear and boots; fun as it would have been 
to do it for her he figured that if she was happier doing it herself then.. so be it. She wriggled herself next to 
him, feeling the cool, dry texture of his skin with her whole body; when he leaned over her, slipping one thigh 
between hers she gasped and clung to him, ripping at his shoulder and crying out at the sparks which seemed 
to rush through her body. He nuzzled the angle her neck made with her shoulder, and pushed her head back 


until he could nip and lick at her throat, bringing forth a whole new range of moans and soft, breathy cries. 


Pushing down the urge to bite - and bite hard - Eddie pushed her back, working his way down her body, taking 
his time to explore her range of responses. He'd had a very long time to practice his skills, and he was 


determined to give her the ride of her life - eventually. But first.. 

She arched from the bed with a yell as he nuzzled between her legs, licking her in one long, slow sweep from 
ass pucker to clit, returning to press the flat of his tongue against her. Cool roughness angled across wet 
heat, and she cried out again as he slipped his tongue inside her, wriggling it evilly and holding her hips to the 
bed with his strong, long nailed hands. She arched, wrapped her thighs around his head, tugged his hair; he 
leaned back a little, withdrawing to tease her clit with the very tip of his nimble tongue. 

"Eddie!" 

He looked up at her, eyes glittering, and stroked her thighs. "Yes?" 

"Dammit, man!" she yelled, dissolving into laughter at the pseudo innocence of his expression 

"More?" he asked, and she gave his hair a yank 

"Yes please." 

"Sure?" 


"Eddie!" 


"How badly d'you want it, then?" he asked again, flaring one eye at her in a carmine wink, following it with a 


lorg, lazy flick of his tongue over his lips and giving a caress of her inner thighs. She groaned. 
"Eddie, please, please do that again." 


He gave another of the long, lazy swipes of his tongue, curling it over her clit and sucking it into his mouth 


before looking up again. 
"That?" 
"Argh!" 


He laughed, and buried his mouth against her once more. Pushing his hands beneath her hips he lifted her, 
charging the angle that his mouth took, nuzzling and rubbing her sex while those long fingers gripped and 
teased the muscles of her ass. She yelped again, feeling the first stirrings of orgasm; the fire built and she 
wriggled on Eddie's tongue, breath coming faster now, begging him wordlessly for more, faster, harder. He 
pushed his tongue into her, nuzzled hard into her clit and growled, the bone deep vibrations finally tilting her 
over the edge. Her spine snapped into an arch and she fisted the bedsheets, howling as her orgasm rolled 


across her, barely aware of Eddie murmuring into her pussy, gleefully sucking at the juices running over his 


face. 


She collapsed to the bed, panting hard, barely aware of him wriggling up the bed to lie next to her. She 
trembled, closing her eyes to better feel the aftershocks rolling through her system, nerve endings sparkling 
in delirium at the mind blowing orgasm. Eddie watched, dancing his fingers across her belly and licking his lips in 
anticipation. Damned souls sure didn't taste this good. 


She opened her eyes. "Thank you." 
He winked. "You ain't seen nothin’ yet, my girl." 
Propping herself on one elbow, she chuckled at him. "lm sure. Now, you just lie back a moment." 


He let himself be pushed back on the bed and linked his fingers behind his head, letting out a happy sigh; her 
mouth started at his, dropping a light kiss to his lips before working down. She nipped along his throat, took her 
time across his shoulders and began to explore his chest, sending quivers through his body. 


"You know," she murmured before giving one a quick lick, then blowing air across it, "| never realised you had 


nipples." 
Eddie snorted. "Learn somethin new every day, don't you luv?" 


Dipping down again she took the other one in her mouth, sucking it to a peak while circling the other one with 
her fingers, teasing the wet peak until even Eddie was wriggling. She chuckled, nipping each of them until his 
hips were bucking off the mattress with each sharp little dig, groaning when she licked across them. She 
couldn't get enough of the taste of his skin, spicy undertones overlaid with that smokiness, a hint of 
gunpowder bitterness that just brought her back for more, lavishing the heat of her mouth across his cool, 


dry skin. 


He shuddered when she moved again, this time nibbling and licking her way across his abdomen, carelessly 
dropping one hand to his balls and rolling them between her fingers, taking their weight in her palm and closing 
her heat around them. She shuffled herself around, the better to explore his hips with tongue and fingertips, 
finding the places that made that low groan roll through his frame, tickling her nerves and making her wild. 


She drew back a little, still rolling his balls carefully in her palm, and regarded the head of his cock for a 

moment. It twitched, seeking the warmth of her mouth, oozing clear fluid from the end that seemed.. she drew 
a fingertip through it and brought it to her lips. Thicker than any mons, and with a different taste; she sucked 
her finger, hooding her eyes as she tried to identify what she could taste. That heavy, spicy almost-sweetness 


again, but thicker and with a muskier overtone than his skin. 


"Gawd, woman." came a voice from the other end of the bed, and she chuckled before leaning in and swiping 


her tongue across the straining, glistening head. 


Im not very good at this," she muttered, licking over the end again. Eddie swore under his breath. 


“Just... just do what you can, luv," he managed to get out, grinding his teeth with the effort of not simply 
grabbing the back of her head and fucking her mouth. 


Oh, the heat when it came made him buck his hips a little anyway, she sucked him with enthusiasm, drawing 
her cheeks in with each pull up, stroking the rest of the shaft with her free hand, giving his balls the odd 
squeeze with the other. He groaned again, which seemed to make her bold; he heard her take a deep breath 
through her nose and then the heat spread lower, lower still, until her nose touched his groin and he felt her 


throat close around him as she swallowed. 


He gave a howl that could probably be heard halfway across the city; when she came up for air he lifted his 
head and glared. "I thought you said you weren't very good at this?" 


‘Ive never managed it before. Read about it in a book. Should | try again?" 


He made an inarticulate sound in his throat and let his head fall to the pillow again, grinning as he began to 
stroke the tempting target of her arse and pussy lips that faced him. She squeaked around his cock, which 
only made his fingers move faster; before long she'd forgotten all about any vestige of gag reflex that might 
have been left as she moaned around his cock, deep throating him every second or third stroke and wriggling 
on his fingers with sheer delight. 


"Argh!" she yelled, straightening up and flinging her arms out, scooting around and glaring at him, "that's 
enough. Fuck me, Eddie. Now." 


"You sure?" 


Her turn to growl, and he laughed even as he grasped her hips and swung her across him. She wriggled, 
darting down to kiss him, tasting her own musk in his mouth mixed with his unique, spicy flavour; she gasped 
and flung her head back, an expression of concentration on her face as the head of his cock found its target 
and began to push forward. Knees drawn up by his sides she groaned, easing back until he was half buried, 


then grabbed his hand and begged for him to wait, let her adjust. 


Wait he did - rather proud of his own restraint - managing to get himself in a position where he could kiss 
her, stroke her back with his nails drawing long, delicious shudders from her frame, tease her nipples and rock 
his hips back and forth, easing a little more in each time until finally he was balls deep. He held her hips tight, 
rolling his hips in a circle to make her moan, grinding his teeth at the sheer tight, silky wetness that gripped 
him, rippling slightly with each move of her body. 


She lay along him, burying her hands in his wild tangle of pale hair, wrapping her legs along his and rubbing her 
whole body along him, feeling his muscles flex under her even as he wrapped his strong, wiry arms around her 
waist. Groaning, she arched her back, driving her clit against the base of his cock and letting a long, delicious 


shudder roll through her body. 


That was enough, as far as he was concerned. He rolled them over, taking his weight on his elbows and dipping 
his head to kiss her, tangling his tongue with hers and raising a knee, driving his cock into her in long, slow 
thrusts, hovering with the head just inside then plunging it deep, rolling his hips then doing it again. She arched 
beneath him, begging for more, faster; he grinned, and licked her lips before dropping his head and pushing into 
her hard and fast. 


Flexing his back, clenching his buttocks he fucked her, spreading his knees for better purchase when she 
wrapped her legs round him, slapping his balls against her arse and groaning between his teeth. She howled, 
dragging her nails down his back, digging them into his arse and making him swear, bucking her hips into him 
and crying out for more. He felt her twist in delight as the head of his cock slid over that deep, secret place 
that made her crazy, and changed the angle of his thrusts so that he hit it every time, speeding up until her 


yells joined together into one long wail of delight as her orgasm crashed over her once more. 


The waves gripping his cock, the heat flooding over his balls were all too much, and his cock thickened within 
her, hips moving in jerky, unco-ordinated thrashes as he came. He pumped on, slowing the pace a little, rolling 
them half on their sides and burying his head in her neck, holding her close to him as they rode out the 
aftershocks together, writhing on the mix of sweat and demon-seed that leaked from her, filling the room with 


the human scents of sex and the rich, spicy tang of the demor's pleasure. 


They collapsed into each other's arms, and for several minutes all that could be heard was both of them 


panting, he through habit, she from near exhaustion. 
"Wow," she murmured, nuzzling into him. 


He chuckled, rolling onto his back and pulling her into his arms. Something else damned souls weren't into, on 


the whole; cuddling might be very undemonic, but it was a great way to come down from a good fuck 


Stretching one long arm out to her bedside table he snagged the packet of cigarettes he found there, and 
shook two from the pack. He offered her one, and snorted when the hand that took it still shook a little. 


"Damn, I'm good," he murmured, igniting the flame from his forefinger to light it for her. She huffed smoke at 
him, rolling over to lay on his chest; his eyes, she noted, had returned to the same shade of blue-white that 
they'd been when he arrived. Guess it must be an indicator of mood, she thought, taking a deep drag on the 
cigarette and watching him tuck one hand behind his head and puff on his own fag, grinning at the ceiling and 
lost in his own thoughts. 


"| guess," she said, watching his face and trying to commit every line, every crease to memory, "that you'll be 


leaving now?" 


He looked down at her, raising one eyebrow in surprise. "Kicking me out so soon? | thought you'd at least offer 
me breakfast." 


"No! No, of course not. | just didn't want to, you know, hold you here. If you had somewhere else to be" She 
hissed through her teeth, smacking him on the chest in exasperation as he laughed at her. "Idiot! I'm trying to 
be sensible here! You know what | mean." 

He hummed, passing her the ashtray to crush her cigarette end out in before eating his. 

“That's disgusting.” 

"You're lying in bed after fucking a demon and you think that's disgusting?" 

She huffed at him, and snuggled into his arms. "I need a shower." 

"Yeah.. room in there for two, is there?" 

If we stand really, really close together." 

"| think we can manage that.." 

He smiled down at her as deep breathing let him know that she'd dozed off, exhausted. Well, he'd let her sleep. 
Then, after she woke up, they'd play a few more times, and then he'd bugger off back to Hell where he 
belonged. Still, it had been a lot of fun, he'd have to ask Harry if he wouldn't mind him coming along on a couple 
of tours, replace that shambling puppet with a bit of real demon.. 

Chuckling to himself, Eddie settled down to watch Eleanor sleep, and waited for the dawn with more anticipation 


than he'd felt for a long, long time. 


snappen 


